was 'sang. And then be ran away from
had | school that afternoon, and sang Cap-
tor "Siods :mn ‘Kx-J-J._ from A to izzard, in the full
e , | hearing of the “industrial hive,” to the
0y 9% | very evident amusement of “the werk-
i my- ind the discomfiture of the ruler
in the '©°f “the swarm.”
it Sronid The teacher Ci_ll!“d on the gdod min-
g e , | i€ter that evening, and after a long
at. nobody ¢ talk on back porch, left late in the
Your juvenile dusk, wiping his eves with one hand,
vay of gratui- | and shaking the other very warmly
have gone on | With ‘he preacher. And Tod slipped
jes of the name | Roiselessly along the roof above them,
i e Ly and slid down the other side, and |
By Ge= Old ‘A"" watch the teacher’s departure with a |
eacher, and 1iS | pyzzled face.

you asked for " &
simply Tod,” ’1_-'»1. was at school next morning long
known Tod: your | Pefore the call of “Books”; in fact, so
would have I early that he availed himself of his
remembering Tod, olated situation to chalk the handle
¢ nerhars., might ; ©f the teacher’s pointer, to bore a gim-
s vou how Tod | 1€t hole in the water bucket, to slip a
more’'n onc't’t | ¢hip under one corner of the clock in
vou, as | tell | order to tilt it out of balance and
rson was the | time, and in many more ingenious
par- | Ways to contribute to the coming trou-

the

ind as he never

g it, by way of pre-

s y ijon to the wayward |
tock, Tod mastered its

1seology,

2

1
h t f & more
to a degree of per-
v i him to preside
Y n the havloft,” and
smal service at the ;
sonal or moral re-
) 18 no wise like |
L gaid was the™ pic- 1
1 they who could re- f
she fell asleep when
ays old, with her moth- |

1 him so closely
they had to take
No.—Death had
him. |
no chronicle to tell how |
te of his great loss,

to be a big, fat, tw
1 v with a double chin, the
p and ce tant worry of the dear
,r nother into whose care he
It requires no space in
tory's crowded page to tell how he
A4 stard up by a chalr when eight '
i crow and laugh and |
hubby arms till he |
is balance, and, pulling
with him, would laugh
1 crow louder than ever, and Kkick,
spraw®, and jabber;
wLimper of distress,
12 rocked to sleep. Let
abyt of usual interest be in-
! 1 few more years, and

. Tod of 10 I knew.
saintlike and consistent
! s it in the souls of little
gonistic to your ‘own
is it in their way-

L her.

ra v from

tard and im ‘e natures that you
not brook? And what strange tine-
{ rebellious feeling is it that em-

e the nderness and love you
it so | ly upon their stub-
il hoarts? Why s it
cherish the com-
ildren, obey your
parents,” and yet find no warm nook

t breast for that old house-
goes wailing through

11 is the wind's will,

of youth are long,

‘hool—the thriftleas
thriftless, either; for,
id not that apt way of !}
a swallow down the
ning, he did possess,
us strength, a most
nack of acquiring just
s was not taught at
no place within the
dge.
in arithmetic. Tod
ten from twice eter-
absolutely nothing of
Columbus- or the
discovered express-
ustry and learning,
1ld have had him im-
L Tod couldr’'t tell vou
ng ab John Smith, even, that
tain who walks cheek by
i v Pocohontas across
of the 10-year-old
yrious republic. Tod
famous Captain
*t, Tod could sing
lively interest
than his fellow
S fang geography. The
joined the geograph-

in't tell twice

Tod knew

her

glorious 1try he

* in my hand,
s | sziled,
r in the sand,

Kidd—had a
sang, as he
of tears as he

X ‘aptain
ging s as he

g erflow

over a
“Be good,”
vain advice for years.

| notice
braced himself for some disastrous Is-
sue, but his only punishment was the
| assured glance
gave him, and the settled, yvet forbear-
ing,
sheer daring Tod
| hollow,

mirth in
in a close investigation of a problem in
menta!
backed
stood covertly awaiting further devel-
opments
his
with a brazen air of innocence,
licited and gained
| sistance in the solution of a very knot-
ty problem, which it is needless to say
he knew ne more of
Throughout the remainder of the day
Tod was thoughtful, and was evidently
evolving
more serious than could be found in
books.
ing at the close of school, he stayed
in for some mysterious reason that
even his own deskmate could not com-
prehend.
latter worthy, from the old barn oppo-
site,
hand in hand, come slowly down the
walk, he whispered to
bated breath:
up to, anyhow?”

deeper mystery than he could fathom,
inasmuch as some strange spirit of in-
dustry fell upon him, and he became
a student.

ingly decreed that Tod should remain
a failure in all branches wherein most
school bhoys readily succeed, he rapidly
advanced in
declamatory

reach of competitors.

“speak.”
silly, and hung down his head.
never mumbled in an usndertone. was
never at a loss to use his hands, nor
ever had “his piece” so poorly mem-
orized that
awkward repetitions,
last in wordless misery among the un-

school.

to entertain his hearers either with

or “Catiline’s Defiance.”

| who
| “Books” was called.

and down

of the day. The most aundacious
however, was to climb above the
‘her’'s desk and paste a paper scrap
letter *“o" in the old motto,
that had offered him its
As one by one
the ‘eacher’s
the culprit

these depredations met

through the day,

the teacher always
look. of pain upon his face. In
laughed aloud—a
hungry laugh that had no
it—but as suddenly subsided

arithmetic
slowly

when the teacher
toward his desk and

left
after

But. he was
inclinations,

again to

having,
S0~
as-

own

the master's

than before.

in his mind a problem far

Of his own accord, that even-

When, an hour later, this

watched Tod and the teacher,

himself with
“What's the durn fool
to be a

From that time Tod grew

Though a perverse fate had® seem-

reading; and in the
art he soon acquired a
fame that placed him high above the

Tod never cried when he got up to
Tod never blanched, loo;‘ceg
O

hesitate with
to sit down at

he maust

feeling and derisive plaudits of the
Tod, in a word, knew no such
word as fail when his turn was called

the gallant story of the youthful
“Casabianca,” “The Speech of Logan.”
Let a schol-
ar be in training for the olé-time ex-
ercises of Friday afternoon, and he
was told to speak out clear and full—
not hang his head—not let his arms
hang down like empty sleeves, but to
stand up like a king. look everybody
in the face, as though he were doing
something to be proud of—in short, to
take Tod for his model, and “speak
out like a man”!

When Tod failed to make his ap-
pearance with his usual prompiness
one Friday afternoon, and the last day

of the term, there was evidence of gen-
eral disappointment.

Tod was to de-
liver an oration written especially for
that occasion by the teacher. The vis- |
itors were all there—the schoot com-
mittee and the minister, Tod's father.
occupied Tod's desk alone when
The teacher, with
his pallid, careworn face, tiptoed wup
the aisles, bending occasion-
ally to ask a whispered question, and
to let the look of anxious wonder
Aeepen on his face as the respectful
pupils shook their heads in silent re- |
sponse. But upon a “'hisp@r;nd‘.‘(y].
logquy with the minister his face bright-
ened, as he learned that “Tod was
practicing his oration in the wood

house half an hour before the ringing
of the bell.”

turned alone, to say that he had not
been able to find any trace of him.

said the teacher, apologetically, to the
 sad-faced minister: “He’s deeply inter-
ested in his effort for this afternoon,
and I'm certain he wouldn’t purposely
disappoint me.”
ply, shook his head resignedly, with a
prayerful flight of the eyes, indicative
of long sutfering and forbearance.

prayer. No Tod.
amined.
mary class in ditto, composed of little
twin sisters, aged 6, with very red hair
and very
dresses and very slim legs.
to join his class.

ease, The exercise failed in some way

saps

A boy was sent to bring him, but re-

“Oh, he'll be here in time enough,”

The good man, in re-

The opening services of singing and

First class in arithmetic called—ex-
No Tod.
Second class, ditto; still no Tod. Pri-

fair skin, and very short
Tod failed

The long-suffering minister was ill at

to appease the hunger of the soul with-
in. He looked out of the open window
nervously, and watched a saucy little
‘ker hopping up and down a
tree; first up one side and then down
the other, suddenly disappearing near
the roots, and as suddenly surprising |
him with a mischievous pecking near |
the top fork. He thought of his poor, |
wayward boy, with a vague, vague |
hope that he might yet. in some wise |
ruling of a gracious Providence, escape |
the gallows, and with a deep sitzh|
turned to the noisy quiet of the school
room; he did not even smile as he
took up Tod’s geography, opened at
the boy's latest work—a picture of the
state seal, where a stalwart pioneer
in his shirt sleeves hacked away at a |
gnarled and stubborn-looking tree, |
without deigning to notice a stampeding
herd of buffalo that dashed by in most
alarming proximity. The nonchalance
of the sturdy yeoman was intensified
by Tod's graphic pen, which had
mounted each plunging monster with
a daring rider, holding a slack bridle
rein in one hand, and, with the other
swinging a plug hat in the most ex-
ultant and defiant manner. This pierpl
of grofesque art and others agually

suggestive of the outcropping gendus
of their author, were put wearily aside,
only serving, as it seemed, to deepen,
rather than dissolve the gloom en-
shrouding the good father's face. And
so the exercises wore along till recess
came, and with it came the missing
Tod.

“I'm in time, am 1I? Goody!’ shout-
ed Tod, jumping over a Small boy who
had stopped to pick up a slate pencil,
and stopping abruptly in front~of the
teacher’'s desk. <8 . b

“Why, Tod: what in the world!™

Tod's features wore a proud, exult-
ant smile. though semewhat glamored
with a network of svpiteful lookigg
scratehes; and his eyes were more than
usually bright, although their = lids
were blue, and swollen to a size that
half concealed them. His head, held
jauntily erect, suggested nothing but
boyish spirit; but his hair, tousled be-
yond all rezason, with little wisps of it
glhied together with clots of bleod; his
best ciothes soiled and torn; a bruised
and naked Kknee showing through a
straight rent across one leg of his
trousers. conveved the idea of a re-
cent passage through some gantlet af
disastrous fortune,

It was nothing, Tod said, only on
his way to school he had come upon
a blind man who plaved the fiddle and
sold lead pencils, and Jhe boy who had
been leading him had stolen something
from him: and Tod had volnntarily
started in pursuit of the fugitive, oniy
to overtake him after a prolonged
chase of more than a mile. *“And now
I've got you out o' town,” sajd the of-

fender, wheeling suddenly upon him,
i “I'll jist meller vour head fer you'™

After a long pause, in which Tod's
face was hidden from the -curious
group above him, as the teacher bent
above him at the back steps pouring
water on his head. he continued:
“Didn’t think the little cuss was so
stout! Oh! I'm seratched up, but you
ought to see him! And you ought to
hear him heller ‘ "Nuff!’ and you ought
to see him hand over three boxes of
pens and them penholders and pencils
he stol’d, and a whole bunch o' en:
velopes; there's blood sn some of 'em,
and tife blind man said I could keep

| flossy tails—when all this burst upon

'em, and he give me a lead pencil, too,
with red in one end and blue in the
other. Father, you sharpen it.,”

Tod never spoke better in his life
than on that memorable afternoon—so
well, indeed, did he acquit himself that
the good old father failed to censure
him that evening for the sin of fight-
ing, and perhaps never would have
done so had not the poor blind man
so far forgotten the dignity of his
great affliction as to get drunk as he
was blind two evenings following. and
played the fiddle in front of the meet-
ing house during divine service.

It was in the vacation foliowing these
latter-menticned incidents that an oe-
currence of far more seriousness took
place.

Tod had never seen a circus, for
until this eventful epoch in our simple
history the humble little village had
never been honored with the presence
of this “most highly moral and instruc-
tive exhibition of the age.”” When the
grand - cavalcade, with its blaring
musie and its richly caparisoned horses
with their nodding plumes and span-
gles, four abreast, drawing the identi-
cal “fiery chariot” Tod had heard his
father talk about; when ail the highly
painted wagons with their mysterious
contents, and the cunning fairy ponies
with their little, fluffy" manes and

Tod’s enraptured eyes, he fell mutely
intp place behind the band wagon, with
its myriad followers; and so, dazed
awe-stricken and entranced, accom-
panied the pageant on its grand tri-
umphal march around the town.

Tod carried water for the animals;
Tod ran errands of all kinds for the
showmen:; Tod looked upon the gruff,
ill-tempered canvas-hand with an awe
approaching reverence. Tod *was go-
ing to the show, too, for he had been
most fortunate in exchangng his poor
services of the morning for the “open
sesame” of all the dreamed-of wonders
of the arena. Tod would laugh and
whisper to himself, hugging the ticket
closely to his palpitating side, as he
ran about on errands of a hundred
kinds, occupying every golden interlude
of time in drawing the magic passport

‘but I can stand that, because grou de-
| serve it, and I'm too old for little girls

the fat old manager with the broad,
bejeweled expanse of shirt front, and |
a watch seal as big as a walnut; while |
on the reverse side he would glut his
vision with an “exterior view of the
monster pavilion,” where a “girl poised |
high in air on a cord, in spangled
dress,” was Kkissing her hand to a |

with the accompanying awvtograph o!‘:
|
|

{ mighty concourse of people, whe waved

their hats and handkerchiefs in wildest
token of approval and acclaim. Nor
was this the sole cause of Tod's de-
light, for the fat man with the big
watch seal had seemed to take a spe-
cial faney to him, and had teld him
he might bring a friend along, that his
ticket would pass two. As the glee-
ful Tod was scampering off to ask the
teacher if he wouldn't go, he met his
anxious father in a deep state of dis-
tress, and was led home to listen in
agony and tears to a disma! disserta-
tion on the wickedness of the shows,
and the unending punishment awaiting
the poor, giddy moths that fluttered
round them. Tod was missed next
morning. He had retired very early
the previous evening. “He acted
strange-like,” said the good grand-

mother,# recalling wvaguely that he
hadn’'t eaten any supper, “and I
thought I heard him crying in the

night. What was the matter with him, !
Isgac?”
Two weeks later Tod was discovered |
by his distracted father and an officer, |
cowering behind a roll of canvas,
whereon a fat man sat de(\aring with
a breezy nonchalance that no boy of
Tod’s description was ‘“aleng o' this|
’ere party.” And the defiant Tod, when
brought to light, emphatically asserted !
that the fat man was in no wise blam-
able; that he had run away on his ewn |
hook, and wouid do it again if he |
wanted to. .But he broke there with a
heavy sob; and the fat man said:
“There! there! Cootsey, go along with
the old 'un, and here’s a dollar for
you.” And Tod cried aloud.
The good minister had brought a |
letter for him, too, and as the boy read |
it through his tears he turned home- |
ward almost eagerly. !
“Dear Tod,” it ran: “I have been‘
1
!

quite sick since you left me. You
must come back, for I miss you. and
I can never get well again withqut
you. I've got a new kink on a pair of |
stilts I've made vou. but I can’t tell |
how long to make them till you come |
back. Fannv comies over every day, |
and taiks about vou so much I half |
believe sometimes she likes you bet-
ter than she does her old sick uncle; i

to like very much. It'll
Fourth, you know, and
getting readv for a bie time. Come
home at once. for I am waiting.

“To Stoddard Anderson, from his old
friend and teacher.”

Tod went home. He hastened to the
teacher’s darkened room. The dear &
face had grown pale—so very pale: |
The ‘kindly hand reached out to grasp
the boy's was thin and wasted, and
the gentle voice that he had learned
to love was faint and low—so very
low. it sounded like a prayer. The
good minister turned silently and left
the two cld friends together: and there
were tear dropos in his eyes.

And so the litile, staggering life went
on alome. Some old woman gossip.
peering through the ere of a needle on
the institution known as the “Ladies’
Benevolent Sewing society,” said that
“it ’peared to her like that boy of
the* preacher’'s jest kep' a-pinin’ and
a-pinin® awav like. ever sence they
fetched him back from his runaway
scrape. She’'d seen him time and time
again sence then, and although the lit-
tle snipe was innocent-like to all ap-
pearances, she’d be bound that he was
in devilment enough! Reckoned hne
was too proud to march in the schooi
p'cession at the tegcher's funer'l; and
he didn’t go to the meetin’ house at
all, but putt off to the graveyard b=
hisse'f; and when they got there witn
the corpse, Tod was a-settin’ with his
legs a-hangin’ in the grave, and s-
pitchin’ clods in. and a-smilin’. And
only jest the cther evening,” she corn-
tinued, “as T was comin’ past thewe
kindo’ in the dusk-like, that boy was
a-settin’ a-straddle o' the grave, ana
jest a-cryin’! And I theught it kindo®
strange-like, and stopped and hollérec:
‘What's the matter of ye, Tod?" and

soon be the
we must be

he ups and hollers back: ‘Stumpt myw
toe, durn ye!” and thinks 1, ‘My

voungster, they'll be a day o' reckon-
in" fer you!""

The old world worried on, till July
came at last. and with it that most
glorious dav that wrapped the bany
nation in its swaddling clothes of
siripes and stars and laid it in the iap
of Liberty. And what a day that was
and how the birds did sing that morn-
ing from the green tops of the trees
when the glad sunlight came siancing
through the jeweled leaves and woke
them! And not more joyous were the

t displaved in his behalf!

| bly to

{ as red as his carbuncle. That bashf:

i jaws and

{ abandon of

came fluttering to the grove -to join
their revelry.

O brighter than a dream toward the
boy that swung his hat from the tree-

i top near the brook swept the procession

of “ children from the town. And he
flushed with some strange ecstacy as
he saw a little girl in white, w

wreath of evergreen, wave her cri
sash in answer to him, while the o«
umn slowly filed across the open ovridge,
where yet again he saw her reappear
in the reflection of the stream bels
en, after the dull opening of praver,
4 the more tedious exercises follow-

ing, how the woods did rfug with
ughter; how the boys vied with one
inother in thefr labors of arranging

123 and ciearing underbrush
atory to a day of ur
joyn t; and how the giris shrieked to
“see black man coming,” and how
coguettishly they strugegled when cap-
tured and carried off by that
being, and yet what eagernsa
And
men and women even joining in
game, and kissing one another’'s wives
and husbands like mad. Why,
the ugly old gentleman, with a
buncle on the baeck-of his
riotous with mirth,
full length upon the rd

widow in half mourning, bust! )
his feet and kissed her, with
some wicked pun about “grass” widows
that made him laugh till his face gr

away

onfined ean-

ung man who had st
ing so0 uncomforta
bugs and spid
it with a monster

t have envied the

ggled off a

“old boy

Then there was a group of older men
talking so long and earpesily about
{ the weather and the crops that they
had not discovered that hade of
the old beech they sat 1eath had
stolen silently away and left th t-
jting in the sun, and was eve then
| performing Mts refreshing offic

big, sore-eyed dog, wt
lolling tomgue, wis w Y
away the lives of a swarm of gnats
with the most stoical indifference

And so time wore along til
and women, with biz open be t
above the snewy cloths spread out upon
the grass, arranging ‘‘the substantials
and the dainties of a feast too varied and
too toothsome for anything but «
rean memories to describe. And the
the

voracious guestis!
dainty affections—no formality—no -
quette—mo anything but the full sway
of healthful appetites incited by the ex-

hilarant exercises of the day into keen-
est rapacity ana reiish.

“Dox’t vou think it'e going’ to rain?”
asked some one, suddenly. A IHttle rosy-
gilled gentleman, with the aid of chicken
leg for a lever, raised his fat face sky-
ward, and after a serious contemplation

of the clouds wouldn't say fer certain
whether it would rain or not, but in-
formed the unfortunate quer after
pulling his head inte its usual positien

and laying down the lever to make room
for a bite of bread, that “if it didn't rain

there'd be a long dry spell;” and then he
snorted a mimic snowstorm of brea
crumbs on his. vis-a-vis, who

wronged, and said he “guessed he’d take
another piece of that-air pie down there.”

It was looking very much like rain by
the time the dinner things were cieared
away. Anxious mothers, with preserve-
stains on their dresses, were running
here and there with such exclamations Lo
the men folks as “Do hurry up!” and
“For goodness sake, John, take the baby
till I find my parasol” and ““There,
Thoemas, Jon't lug that basket off «ill I
find my pickle dish!"

Already ‘the girls had left the swings,
which were being taken down, and werse
tving handkerchiefs over their hats and
standing in despairing contempi of
the ruin of their dresses.
called from the stand for the Is S
to be at all alarmed. it wasn't goin
rain, and there wasn't a particle of
ger of —; but there a clap of thun
interrupted, and went on growling
acingly. while a little girl, with her hair
blown wildly over her bare shoulders, and

with a face, which a moment before
gliowed like her crimson scarf, now
whiter than her snowy dress, ran past
the stand and fell fainting to the ground
“Js there a doctor on the grounds?’ called
a loud voice in the distance, an

waiting for a response—"“For G
come here quick: a boy has fa
the swing. and maybe killed him

And then the erowd gathered rour
there, men with white faces, and H:g‘"r-
ened women and little, shivering chiidren.

“Whose boy is it?"

“Hush; here mes his father.”
the good minister. with stark features
eclinched hands d through the s
ing threng that cl d behind® him
as the waves on Pharaoh. b Z

Did I say all were excited? Not
for there was one calm face. though v
pale—paler yet for being pilowed on Lie
nd the ferns.

passe

‘tell

3 : smiled and tried to and
fold his arms about his father's nex k.
“Poar father! Poor father!” as thousgh

speaking to himeelf, “I always loved vo
father, only yvou'd never beliave it
pelieve it. Now you will. Tl see mo
now—maother. Don't cry—I'm hurt. and 1
don’t ery. And I'll see the teacher, too.
He said [ would. He said we would
wavs be together there. Where's Fan
Tell her—tell her—"' But that strange

birds, or more riotous their littls

frem his pocket and gloating over the
cabalistic legend, “Complimentary,”

throbbing hearts to “pipe the trail ané
cheep and twitter twenty million
loves,” than the merry chkildren timt

ending silence fell upon his lps, and as
jthe dying eves locked up and out be-
vond the sighing tree tops, he smiled to
catch a gieam of sunshine through the
foolish cloud that tried so hard to weep.
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OF A MINE

in the coal region. By years I am 35.
But look at the marks on my body;
look at the lines of worriment on my
forehead. see the gray hairs on my
head and in my mustache; take my

general appearance, and you'll thlnk‘
I'm ten years older.
You need not wonder why. Day in

and day out, from Monday morning to
between the rising
workings of the coal |

mines, From the seams water trickles

| into the ditches along the EAngWAays; it
| not water, it is the gas which hurils us

to eternity and the props and timbers
to a chaos. |
® ® @ i

Our daily life is not-a pleasant one.
When we put on our oil soaked suit in
guess all the
dangers which threaten our lives. We
walk sometimes miles to the place—to
the manway or traveling way, or to
mouth of the shaft on top of the slope. |
And then we enter the darkened cham- |
bers of the mines. On our right and on
our left we see the logs that keep up
the top and support the sides which
may crush us into shapeless masses, as
they have done to many of our com-
rades.

We get old quickly. Powder, smoke,
afterdamp, bad air—all combine to
bring furrows to our faces and asthma |

un
mlot;li:l lno{gsstrike because I wanted to;
1 struck because :hhad lol.“;\ag;:‘eurs—t
er wor
the same a8 any o S Tt lig‘e.
it is not how much you get that
z\ol:x:tst iI have gone through it all, and |
I think my case is a good sample. z

1 was married in 1890, when I was 231
years old—quite a bit above the age |
when we miner boys get into double
harness. The woman I married is like |
myself. She was born beneath the
shadow of a dirt bank; her chances for |
school weren't any better than mine;

i
but she did have to learn how to keep i -

;neltmdnhh-dlvdothmm-owu

house on a certain amount of money.

| $20.

—
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health and the good wishes of many ;

| friends to start us off.

Our cash was exhausted in buying
furniture for housekeeping. In 1890 .
work was not so plentiful, and by the
time our first baby came there was
room for much doubt as to how we |
would pull out. Low wages, and not
much over half time in those years, |
made us hustle. In 18%0-91, from June
to May 1 earned $388.72. That repre- ;
sented eleven months' work, or an

: average of $33.52 per month. Our rent |

was §10 per month; store not less than
And then I had my oil suit and |
gum beots to pay for. The result was
that after the first year and a half ofT
our married life we were in debt. Not
much, of course, and not as much as
many of my neighbors, men of larger |
families, and some who made less |
or in whose case there had been |
sickness or acecident or death. These |
|

are all things which a miner must pro-
vide for.

I have had fairly good work since I
was married. I made the average of |
what we contract miners are paid; but, |

| as I said before, I am not much better |

off than when I started. l
e @ &
In 1896 my wife was sick eleven !

weeks. The doctor came to my house i

almost every day. He charged me $20
for his services. There was medicine |
to buy. 1 paid the drug store $18 in |
that time. Her mother nursed her, and
we kept a girl in the kitchen at $1.50
a week, which cost me $15 for ten
weeks, besides the additional living ex-
penses.

In 1897, just a year afterward, I had
a Severer trial. And mind, in those
years we were only working about half
time. But in the fall of that year one
of my brothers struck a gas feeder.

i weeks,

we found him, horribly burned over his
whole body, his laborer dead alongside
of him.

He was my brother. He was single
and had been boarding. He had no
home of his own. I didn’t want him
taken to the hospital, so I directed the
driver of the ambulance to take him
to my house. Besides being burned,
his right arm and left leg were broken,
and he was hurt internally. The doc-
tors—there were two at the house when
we got there—said he would die. But
he didn’t. He is living and a miner to-
day. But he lay in bed just feurteen
and was unable to work for
seven weeks after he got out of bed.
He had no money when he was hurt ex-
cept the amount represented by his
D All the expenses for doctors, med-
icine, extra help and his living were
borne by me, except $25, which another
brother gave me. The last one had
none to give. Poor work, low wages

i and a sickly woman for a wife had kept

him scratching for his own family.

It is nonsense to say I was not com-
pelled to keep him, that I could have
sent him to a hospital or the alms-
house. We are American citizens and
we don't go to hospitals and poor-
houses.

Let us _look at things as they are to-
day, or as they were before this strike
commenced.

e & @

My last pay envelope shows wages,
after my laborer, power, ofl and other
expenses were taken off, were $29.47;
that was my earnings for two weeks,
and that extra good. The laborer for
the same time got some $21. His wages
are a trifle over $10 a week for six fali
days. Beforé the strike of 1900 he was
paid in this region $1.70 per day, or

There was a terrible explosion. He was [ $10.20 a week. If the 10 per cent raise

hurled downward in the breast and
covered with the rush of coal and rock.
I was working only three breasts away
him and for a moment was un-
to realize what had oceurred, My-

work, however, and in a short while

had been given, as we expected, his
wages would be $1.87 per day, or $11.20
per week, or an increase of $1.02 per
week. But we all know t the
present system he doesn’

Well, as T said, my

$58.94 per month. My rent is $10.50 per
month. My coal costs me almost $4
per month. We burn a little over a
ton a month on an average and it
costs us over 33 per ton. Light does
not cost so much; we use coal oil al-
together.

where you get hit the hardest. Every-
body knows the cost of living has been
extremely high all winter. Butter has
been 32, 36 and 38 cents a pound; eggs
as high as 32 cents a dozen; ham 12
and 16 cents a pound: potatoes away
up to a dollar, 224 cabbage not less
than a cent a_pound. Fresk meat need
not be counted. Flour and sugar did
not advance, but they were about the
only staples that didn’t. Anyhow, my
| store bill for those two weeks was $11.

That makes $22 per month. The butch-

er gets $6 per month. Add them all,
{and it costs me, just to iive, $42.50.
| That leaves $17 per month to keep my
| family in clothes, to pay my church
"dues and to keep the industrial insur-

ance going. My insurance alone costs
me 55 cents a week, or $2.20 a month.

The coal president never allows his
stable boss to cut the amount of fod-
der allotted to his mules. He insists
on so many quarts of oats and corn
to the meal and so much hay in the
evening. The mule must be fed: the
miner may be, if he works hard enough
and earns money to buy the grub.

® & @

Company stores are of the time that
has been. Their existence ended two
years ago. But we've got a system
growing up that threatens to be just
as bad. Let me explain. Over a year
ago I was given a breast to drive at
one of our mines and was glad to get
it. My wife took her cash and went
around the different places to buy.
“When I went to the office for my first
pay the “super” met me and asked me
[if T didn’t know his wife’s brother
George kept a store. 1 answered,
ot " and wanted to know what that

‘to

do with
i o-lynf rd call

|
|
i
4
i
{
k
}
E

thought

Wnen it comes down to groceries is-

your attention to it,” he answered.
No more was said then. But the
next day I got a quiet tip that v
breast was to be abandoned. This set
me thinking. 1 went to the boss and,
after a few words, told him my wife
had found brother-in-law George's
store and that she liked it much bet-
ter than where she had bought before.
I told him the other store didn’t seil
the right kind of silk waists, and their
patent leather shoes were away back.
Brother-in-law - George htd the right
kind of stuff and, of course, we were

just what we wanted.

That was sarcastie, but it's the cash
that has the influence. 1 have had
work at that colliery ever since. I
krow my living costs me from 10 to
15 per cent extra. But I kept my job,
which meant a good deal.

Now you must take into considera-
tion that I am a contract miner and
that my earnings are more than the
wages of three-fourths of the other
feliows at the same colliery. It _is no?
that I am a favorite with the boss. I
just struck a good breast. Maybe next
month my wages would be from $2 to
25 or 87 less.

‘We miners do not participate in the
high prices of coal. The operators try
to prove otherwise by juggling with
figures, but their proving has struck
a fault, and the drill shows no codl
in that section. Oae-half of the price
paid for a ton of coal in New York or
Philadelphia goes into the profit pocket
of the mine cwner either as a carrier
or miner.

“We all know that the price of codl
has advanced in the past twenty years.
We also know that wages are less, that
the cost of living is hig¥er. I remem-
ber the time, when I wes a lad, my

willing to pay a few cents more to get |

or any such things as that;
ail of
wages

and for
them we must now pay out of
that have been reduced.

ur condition can be no worse; it
might and must be better. The Juxur-
ies of the rich we do neot ask; we do
want butter for our bread and meat
for our soup. We do not want silk
and laces for our wives and daughter
But we want to earn enough to b
them a clean calico once -in a while.
Our boys are not expeeting automo-
| biles and membership cards in clubs
| of every city, but they want their fa-
thers to earn enough to keep them at
{ school until they have a reasonably
‘ fair education.

| -
RILEY AS A SONG WRITER.

(St. Louis Globe-Democrat.)

Aside from his youthful effor in
Greenfield brass band, which his past
verse has made famous, nc one heretof
bas suspected James Whitcomb Riley,
the Hoosier poet, of possessing musical
talent. Mr. Riley, however, has sur-
prised his friends, and is the author of
quaint bit of melody which shortly will
be presented to the worid at large by a
well-known mugical publishing house. TThe
eritics who have heard the song declare
that it possesses merit as marked as that
dominating Mr. Riley's verse. Mr. Riley
bhimself said tonight: *“Yes, T have writ-
ten a song, but I haven't been talking
about it. ‘f,v. is not ready for publication.
There will be three stanzas. My air for
the words might prove so defe e
»=y geod friend, a techren sausician, ¢
advise me not to print it.

“I don't mind teMing you what it is.
It's an Elizebethan catch, and harks back
to the quaint pastoral poefry and song of
that period. At least that is what I in-
tended it should be. .

“You ask as to my musical ability.
poulued the snare drum in the Greenfleld
band in the year 1875 or about that time
I have a littie masical gift, but no cuiti-
vation. I've operated on the violin, ban-
jo, guitar, base violin, piano and organ
I started out with the flageolet. ¥
know that remarkable instrument. It has
a ter in the neck, and swells cut l'ke a
cog:il di capello. You blow in one end of
it. and the performer is often as greatly

rised at the output as are the hear-
only training

ers. That's the I ever had.”
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